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said with a happy smile. "I do not like him. It is
not enough, perhaps? Then there is no more I can
say. I go to Nice presently. I sing at an afternoon
concert. It is for a charity. Please all buy tickets* I
have none myself so you cannot say that I am a
beggar. I return late. I dine with a grand signior at
Monte Carlo/5
"You are lucky, madame," Jane declared.
She swept them all a slight curtsy as she turned
away.
"If you would like some more of your sleeping
mixture, madame," Granet said, "I can give you
some. 'Cordavia' seems to have been Lady Grass-
leyes9 rather picturesque name for it. It is just a
mixture of two Syrian herbs. Thousands of dozens
of bottles of it are sold in the States, I believe, in
rather stronger form."
"I will ask for it when my first bad night
comes/9 Madame smiled. "It is a joy, though, to
think that I may procure it if I suffer any more/*
Granet held the door open for her.
"Lady Grassleyes did you one good turn, ma-
dame," he said. "She mixed you up one of the most
perfect sleeping draughts possible. It is composed
of herbs, pure and simple. There is not a suggestion
of a drug or anything bad for the system in its
composition/9
She smiled up at him.
"The few people for whom Lady Grassleyes has
made up medicine from her wonderful herbs,95 she
said, "all say the same thing. She should have been
a great physician."